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"WiSHiNa to possess, in one book, for tlie use of my 
own children, a number of favourite Texts and Hymns, 
suitable for tbem to commit to memory; and desiring to 
assist tbose Mothers whose daily cares press heavily, in 
their anxious endeavour to provide subjects of instructive 
thought for their little ones; I am very much indebted to 
the Authors who have granted me permission to include 
their beautiful Hymns in this selection. 

To the relatives, and to the friends of Authors deceased, 
I am also under obligation, for their kindness in allowing 
me to place some highly valued Hymns in this collection. 

And especially to my Nieces, and to a few other 

Friends, am I grateful, for the kind assistance which has 

enabled me to a<;complish my design. 

H. J. S. 



Edgdaston, Birmingham, 
Fifth Month, 1857. 
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TEXTS. 



HE that created all things is God. 

Hebrews iii, 4, 

Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy 
youth, while the evil days come not, nor the years 
draw nigh, when thou shalt say, I have no pleasure 
in them. 

ECCLESIASTES xii, 1. 



Wilt thou not from this time cry unto me. My 
Father, thou art the Guide of my youth. 

Jeremiah iii, 4. 



B 



THOU God seest me. 

Genesis xvi, 13. 

The eyes of the Lord are in every place, 

beholding the evil and the good. 

Proverbs xv, 8. 

All things are naked and opened unto the eyes 

of Him with whom we have to do. 

Hebrews iv, 13. 

There is not a word upon my tongue, but, lo, O 

Lord, thou knowest it altogether. 

Psalm cxxxix, 4. 

Let the words of my mouth and the meditation 

of my heart be acceptable in thy sight, Lord, my 

Strength and my Redeemer. 

Psalm xix, 14. 



a^^kb WUtk 11 



WHEN a man's ways please the Lord, he 
maketh even his enemies to be at peace with him. 

Proverbs xvi, 7. 



And the Lord was with Joseph, and he was a 

prosperous man. 

Genesis xxxix, 2. 



The beloved of the Lord shall dwell in safety 

by Him, and the Lord shall cover him all the day 

long. 

Deuteronomy xxxiii, 19. 



And Samuel grew, and the Lord was with him, 
and did let none of his words fall to the ground. 

1 Samuel iii, 19. 



12 <#(rttrtl^ WBiuk 



THOU, Solomon, my son, know thou the God of 

thy father, and serve him with a perfect heart, and 

a willing mind ; for the Lord searcheth all hearts, 

and understandeth all the imaginations of the 

thoughts ; if thou seek him, he will be found of 

thee; but if thou forsake him, he will cast thee 

off for ever. 

1 Chronicles xxviii, 29. 



Even a child is known by his doings, whether 

his work be pure or right. 

Proverbs xx, 11. 
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13 


GOD 


so loved the world, that he gave 


his 


only 


begotten 


Son, that whosoever believeth 


in 


him 


should not perish, but have everlasting life. 








John iii, : 


16. 




We love him because he first loved 


us. 






1 John iv 


, 1£ 


1. 
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»ixt}i WUtk 



ALL have sinned, and come short of the glory 

of God. 

Romans iii, 23. 



Christ Jesus came into the world to save sin- 



ners. 



1 Timothy i, 15. 



The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all 



sm. 



1 John i, 7. 



If we confess our sins, he is faithful and just to 

forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all 

unrighteousness. 

1 John i, 9. 



THERE is joy in the presence of the angels 
of God over one sinner that repenteth. 

Luke xv, 10. 



The Son of Man is come to seek and to save 

that which was lost. 

Luke xix, 10. 



If thou, Lord, shouldst mark iniquities, O 
Lord, who shall stand ? But there is forgiveness 
with thee, that thou mayest be feared. 

Psalm cxxx, 3, 4. 



16 (gig^t^ mtk. 



DRAW nigh to God and he will draw nigh to 

you. 

James iv, 8. 



Resist the devil, and he will flee from you. 

James iv, 7. 



Cast thy burthen upon the Lord, and he shall 

sustain thee : he shall never suffer the righteous to 

be moved. 

Psalm Iv, 22. 



HE that hath my commandments, and keepeth 
them, he it is that loveth me : and he that loveth 
me, shall be loved of my Father, and I will love 
him, and will manifest myself unto him. 

John xiv, 21. 



Thus saith the Lord, thy Redeemer, the Holy 
One of Israel; I am the Lord thy God, which 
teacheth thee to profit, which leadeth thee by the 
way that thou shouldest go. 

O that thou hadst hearkened to my command- 
ments, then had thy peace been as a river, and 
thy righteousness as the waves of the sea. 

Isaiah xlviii, 17, 18. 



18 



Cmt^ VSiuk* 



CHILDREN, obey your parents in all things, 
for this is w^ll pleasing unto the Lord. 



CoLossiANS iii, 20. 



Honour thy father and thy mother. 



Exodus xx, 12. 



REMEMBER the Sabbath day to keep it holy. 

Exodus xx, 8. 



But thou, when thou prayest, enter into thy 
closet, and when thou hast shut thy door, pray to 
thy Father which is in secret; and thy Father 
which seeth in secret shall reward thee openly. 

Matthew vi, 6. 



20 zbtm^ mttL 



WE do all fade as a leaf. 

Isaiah Ixiv, 6. 



As for man, his days are as grass : as a flower 

of the field, so he flourisheth, for the wind passeth 

over it, and it is gone, and the place thereof shaU 

know it no more. 

Psalm ciii, 15, 16. 



S^mi^ mttk 21 



LET not your heart be troubled : ye believe in 
God, believe also in me. 

In my Father's house are many mansions : if it 
were not so, 1 would have told you. I go to 
prepare a place for you. 

And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will 
come again, and receive you unto myself; that 
where I am, there ye may be also. 

And whither I go ye know, and the way ye 

know. 

John xiv, 1-4. 



22 ^avatwidli tSBUtk 



HEREBY perceive we the love of God, because 

he laid down his life for us. 

1 John iii, 16, 



Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away 

the sin of the world. 

John i, 29. 



While we were yet sinners, Christ died for us. 

Romans v, 8. 



IP ye love me, keep my commandments. 

John xiv, 15. 

For this is the love of God, that we keep his 

commandments: and his commandments are not 

grievous. 

1 John v, 3. 

Ye are my friends, if ye do whatsoever I com- 
mand you. 

John xv, 14. 

If ye keep my commandments, ye shall abide 
in my love; even as I have kept my Father's 
commandments, and abide in his love. 

John xv, 10. 



24. SiKttmOi mttk 



A NEW commandment I give unto you, that 

ye love one another ; as I have loved you, that ye 

also love one another. 

John xiii, 34. 



As the Father hath loved me, so have I loved 

you ; continue ye in my love. 

John xv, 9. 



There is no fear in love, but perfect love casteth 

out fear. 

1 John iv, 18. 



HE that Cometh to God must believe that he 
is, and that he is a rewarder of them which dili- 
gently seek him. 

Hebrews xi, 6. 

Create in me a clean heart, O God, and renew 

a right spirit within me. 

Psalm li, 10. 

Set a watch, Lord, before my mouth ; keep 

the door of my lips. 

Psalm cxli, 3. 

Oh that thou wouldst keep me from evil. 

1 Chronicles iv, 10. 

Search me, O God, and know my heart : try 

me, and know my thoughts : and see if there be 

any wicked way in me, and lead me in the way 

everlasting. 

Psalm cxxxix, 23, 24. 



26 



fiig^tttnt^ VSUtk. 



CAUSE me to hear thy lovingkindness in the 

morning; for in thee do I trust: cause me to 

know the way wherein I should walk; for I lift 

up my soul unto thee. 

Psalm cxliii, 8. 



My voice shalt thou hear in the morning, 

Lord : in the morning will I direct my prayer unto 

thee, and will look up. 

Psalm v, 3. 



I will both lay me down in peace, and sleep : 
for thou. Lord, only makest me dwell in safety. 

Psalm iv, 8. 



"gxmhmi^i VBUtk 27 



BEHOLD, he that keepeth Israel shall neither 

slumber nor sleep. 

Psalm cxxi, 4. 



The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want. 

Psalm xxiii, 1. 



God is my refuge and strength, a very present 

help in trouble. 

Psalm xlvi, 1. 



In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall 

direct thy paths. 

Proverbs iii, 6. 



28 



Sfoentut^ WSUtL 



MY soul, wait thou only upon God ; for my 

expectation is from him. 

Psalm Ixii, 5. 



He only is my rock and my salvation : he is 
my defence ; I shall not be moved. 

Psalm Ixii, 6. 



In God is my salvation and glory; the rock 
of my strength, and my refuge, is in God. 

Psalm Ixii, 7. 



Trust in him at all times ; ye people, pour out 
your heart before him : God is a refuge for us. 

Psalm Ixii, 8. 



Sfomts-fost SEi»L 2d 



TRUST in the Lord, and do good; so shalt 

thou dwell in the land, and verily thou shalt be 

fed. 

Psalm xxxvii, 3. 



Delight thyself also in the Lord ; and he shall 
give thee the desires of thine heart. 

Commit thy way unto the Lord ; trust also in 
him ; and he shall bring it to pass. 

Psalm xxxvii, 4, 5. 



Teach me to do thy will; for thou art my 

God : thy Spirit is good ; lead me into the land 

of uprightness. 

Psalm cxliii, 10. 



30 Sfomtg-sttonb VSUtk. 



THE Lord is good to all: and his tender 

mercies are over all his works. 

Psalm cxlv, 9. 

Like as a Father pitieth his children, so the 
Lord pitieth them that fear him. 

Psalm ciii, 13. 

The Lord is merciful and gracious, slow to 
anger, and plenteous in mercy. 

Psalm ciii, 8. 

Thou, Lord, art good, and ready to forgive; 

and plenteous in mercy unto all them that call 

upon thee. 

Psalm Ixxxvi, 5. 



Kfa-errfg-f^b VSUtk* 31 



WHOSO oflfereth praise glorifieth me : and to 
him that ordereth his conversation aright will I 
shew the salvation of God. 

Psalm 1, 23. 



Let every thing that hath breath praise the 

Lord; 

Psalm el, 6. 



Oh that men would praise the Lord for his 

goodness, and for his wonderful works to the 

children of men ! 

Psalm cvii, 8. 



32 Sfatnts-iburl^ muk. 



OFFER unto God thanksgiving ; and pay thy 

vows unto the most High : and call upon me in 

the day of trouble : I will deliver thee, and thou 

shalt glorify me. 

Psalm 1, 14, 15. 



Evening, and morning, and at noon, will I 
pray, and cry aloud : and he shall hear my voice. 

Psalm Iv, 17. 



Ask, and it shall be given you ; seek, and ye 

shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto 

you. 

Matthew vii, 7. 



Sfoentg-fifi^ tl&uk 83 



HIM that Cometh unto me I will in no wise 

cast out. 

John vi, 37. 



Call upon me in the day of trouble : I will 
deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me. 

Psalm 1, 15. 



Oflfer the sacrifices of righteousness, and put 

your trust in the Lord. 

Psalm iv, 5. 



E 



34 



8)fomtg-0kt^ VSUtL 



BE thou in the fear of the Lord all the day 

long. 

Proverbs xxiii, 17. 



Be not slothful in business ; fervent in spirit : 

serving the Lord. 

Romans xii, 11. 



Blessed are they that hear the Word of God, 

and keep it. 

Luke xi, 28. 



He will bless them that fear the Lord, both 

small and great. 

Psalm cxv, 13. 



Sfomtg-stfrent^ VBittk^ 85 



FOR the eyes of the Lord are over the 

righteous, and his ears are open unto their 

prayers ; but the face of the Lord is against 

them that do evil. 

1 Petee iii, 12. 



Mark the perfect man, and behold the upright : 
for the end of that man is peace. 

Psalm xxxvii, 37. 



I^B^aMHMBB^ 



JESUS said, SuflFer little children to come 

unto me, and forbid them not : for of such is 

the kingdom of heaven. 

Luke xviii, 16. 



He shall feed his flock like a shepherd : he shall 

gather the lambs with his arms, and carry them 

in his bosom. 

Isaiah xl, 11. 



Fear not, little flock ; for it is your Father's 
good pleasure to give you the kingdom. 

Luke xii, 32. 



Sfomtg-mnt^ SHteL 37 



PEACE I leave with you, my peace I give 

unto you: not as the world giveth, give I unto 

you. Let not your heart be troubled, neither let 

it be afraid. 

John xiv, 27. 



Great peace have they that love thy law : and 

nothing shall offend them. 

Psalm cxix, 165. 



Light is sown for the righteous, and gladness 

for the upright in heart. 

Psalm xcvii, 11. 



BLESSED are the peacemakers ; for they shall 
be called the children of God. 

Matthew v, 9. 



Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, whose 

mind is stayed upon thee: because he trusteth 

in thee. 

Isaiah xxvi, 3. 



Trast ye in the Lord for ever : for in the Lord 
Jehovah is everlasting strength. 

Isaiah xxvi, 4. 



fffeirlg-firsl mttk 89 



BLESSED is he that considereth the poor : 
the Lord will deliver him in time of trouble. 

Psalm xli, 1, 



He that hath mercy on the poor, happy is he. 

Proverbs xiv, 21. 



To do good and to communicate forget not : 
for with such sacrifices God is well pleased. 

Hebrews xiii, 16. 



40 Sl^hrtg-sttotib VSink 



BE ye merciful, as your Father also is merciful. 

Luke vi, 36. 



Having compassion one of another, love as 
brethren, be pitiful, be courteous. 

1 Peter iii, 8. 



Be ye kind one to another, tender-hearted, for- 
giving one another, even as God for Christ's sake 

hath forgiven you. 

Ephesians iv, 32. 



S^g-t^b SECeeK. 41 



BE kindly affectioned one to another with 
brotherly love ; in honour preferring one another. 

Romans xii, 10. 



Love one another with a pure heart fervently. 

1 Peter i, 22. 



Follow peace with aU men, and holiness, with- 
out which no man shall see the Lord. 

Hebrews xii, 14. 



For if ye forgive men their trespasses, your 
heavenly Father will also forgive you. 

Matthew vi, 14. 



F 



42 S^dg-fcmrtl^ ISSUtk 



BE not overcome of evil, but overcome evil 

with good. 

Romans xii, 21. 



And herein do I exercise myself, to have 

always a conscience void of oflTence toward God, 

and toward man. 

Acts xxiv, 16. 



Watch and pray, that ye enter not into 

temptation. 

Matthew xxvi, 41. 



My son, if sinners entice thee, consent thou 

not. 

Proverbs i, 10. 



s^g-fifi^ mutk 43 



HE that is slow to wrath is of great under- 
standing. 

Pboverbs xiv, 29. 



Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself. 

Leviticus xix, 18. 



He that loveth not knoweth not God ; for God 

is love. 

1 John iv, 8. 



44 X^g-sift^ SStth. 



GOD resisteth the proud, and giveth grace to 

the humble. 

1 Peter v, 5. 



The meek shall inherit the earth; and shall 
deUght themselves in the abundance of peace. 

FsALM xxxvii, 11. 



And the servant of the Lord must not strive ; 
but be gentle unto all men, apt to teach, patient. 

2 Timothy ii, 24. 



A soft answer tumeth away wrath. 

PrOVEBBS XV, 1. 



S^S'Stbtnt^ VBUth. 45 



BY this shall all men know that ye are my 
disciples, if ye have love one to another. 

John xiii, 35. 



My little children, let us not love in word, 
neither in tongue ; but in deed and in truth. 

1 John iii, 18. 



46 S^S-%^tl^ Muk 



AND this commandment have we from him. 
That he who loveth God love his brother also. 

1 John iv, 21. 



Behold, how good and how pleasant it is for 
brethren to dwell together in unity. 

Psalm exxxiii, 1. 



fffeirlg-nfatlfe mnk 47 



ALL things whatsoever ye would that men 
should do to you, do ye even so to them. 

Matthew vii, 12. 



By love serve one another. 

Galatians V, 13. 



Be of one mind, live in peace; and the God 
of love and peace shall be with you. 

2 Corinthians xiii, 11. 



48 iattitt\i muk 



IF thine enemy be hungry, give him bread to 
eat ; and if he be thirsty, give him water to drink. 

Proverbs xxv, 21. 



Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, 
do good to them that hate you, and pray for them 
which despitefuUy use you, and persecute you. 

Matthew v, 44. 



Then said Jesus, Father, forgive them ; for they 

know not what they do. 

Luke xxiii, 34. 



J^0rtg-firsl SSeefe. 49 



STAND in awe, and sin not : commune with 
your own heart upon your bed, and be still. 

Psalm iv, 4. 



Boast not thyself of to-morrow ; for thou 
knowest not what a day may bring forth. 

Proverbs xxvii, 1. 



60 4f^rlg-0wonb Sttetk. 



AND it came to pass, that as he was praying in 
a certain place, when he ceased, one of his disciples 
said unto him, Lord, teach us to pray, as John also 
taught his disciples. 

And he said unto them, when ye pray, say. 
Our Father which art in heaven. Hallowed be 
thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, 
as in heaven, so in earth. Give us day by day our 
daily bread. And forgive us our sins ; for we also 
forgive every one that is indebted to us. And lead 
us not into temptation ; but deliver us from evil. 

Luke xi, 1—4. 



AND he said unto them. Which of you shall 
have a friend, and shall go unto him at midnight, 
and say unto him. Friend, lend me three loaves ; 

For a friend of mine in his journey is come to 
me, and I have nothing to set before him ? 

And he from within shall answer and say, 
Trouble me not : the door is now shut, and my 
children are with me in bed ; I cannot rise and 
give thee. 

I say unto you, though he will not rise and 

give him, because he is his friend, yet because of 

his importunity he will rise and give him as 

many as he needeth. 

Luke xi, 5 — 8. 



AND I say unto you. Ask, and it shall be given 
you ; seek, and ye shall find ; knock, and it shall 
be opened unto you. 

For every one that asketh, receiveth ; and he 
that seeketh, findeth ; and to him that knocketh, it 
shall be opened. 

If a son shall ask bread of any you that is 
a father, will be give him a stone? or if he ask 
a fish, will he for a fish give him a serpent ? 

Or if he shall ask an egg, will he ofier him 
a scorpion? 

If ye then, being evil, know how to give good 
gifts unto your children ; how much more shall 
your heavenly Father give the Holy Spirit to them 

that ask him ? 

Luke xi, 9 — 13. 



<|orls-fifi^ Wiuk 53 



THE fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, 
long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meek- 
ness, temperance : against such there is no law. 



Galatians V, 22, 23. 



54 J^ortg-shrt^ Sfittk. 



THUS saith the high and lofty One that 

inhabiteth eternity, whose name is Holy ; I dwell 

in the high and holy place, with him also that is 

of a contrite and humble spirit, to revive the spirit 

of the humble, and to revive the heart of the 

contrite ones. 

Isaiah Ivii, 15. 



J^orlg-wJfrtntfe SKwL 



55 



BUT the mercy of the Lord is from everlasting 
to everlasting upon them that fear him, and his 
righteousness imto children's children ; 

To such as keep his covenant, and to those that 
remember his commandments to do them. 



Psalm ciii, 17, 18. 



i 
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WHOSE adorning let it not be that outward 
adorning of plaiting the hair, and of wearing of 
gold, or of putting on of apparel ; 

But let it be the hidden man of the heart, in 

that which is not corruptible, even the ornament 

of a meek and quiet spirit, which is in the sight of 

God of great price. 

1 Peter iii, 3, 4. 



Jfortg-tihit^ SStjeb. 



57 



LET us not be weary in well-doing ; for in due 
season we shall reap, if we faint not. 

Galatians vi, 9. 



Let your conversation be without covetousness ; 
and be content with such things as ye have : for 

he hath said, I will never leave thee, nor forsake 



thee. 



Hebrews xiii, 5. 



58 <|ifiut^ VSUA. 



EVERY good gift and every perfect gift is 

from above, and cometh down from the Father 

of lights, with whom is no variableness, neither 

shadow of turning. 

James 1, 17. 
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GLORY to God in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good-will toward men. 

Luke ii, 14. 



Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have 
entered into the heart of man, the things which 
God hath prepared for them that love him. 

1 Corinthians ii, 9. 
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LET us run with patience the race that is set 

before us, looking unto Jesus, the author and 

finisher of our faith ; who for the joy that was 

set before him endured the cross, despising the 

shame, and is set down at the right hand of the 

throne of God. 

Hebrews xii, 1, 2. 



There remaineth therefore a rest for the people 

of God. 

Hebrews iv, 9. 



HYMNS. 
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FOR THE PICTURE OF JESUS BLESSING LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Softly, with a loving heart, 

.Let me on the picture look — 
Picture of a winning part 

Of our Father's Holy Book. 

Jesus, come from God to call 

People to His Heavenly feast. 
Greatest, strongest, best of all — 

Loves the weakest and the least. 
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'Tis a peaceful, happy thought, 

Hallbwing now my Saviour's name, 

How He wished them to be brought, 

How He bless'd them when they came. 

Did He teach them softly by 

Words that were not written yet — 

Tell them of their home on high 
Things they never would forget ? 

In the Bible, always near, 

Pleasant things He keeps for me — 
Stories for my heart to hear, 

Pictures for my heart to see. 

Sent from Heaven, on Earth to reign, 
Known the joy of God to be. 

Yet He felt it sweet to gain 
Love from little ones like me. 
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Father, let Thy Spirit go 

With me to the precious Book — 
While I listen, keep me low. 

Make me holy while I look. 

Teach me then to make it known. 
Pleasing Thee with all my will. 

How the Saviour, from His throne. 
Blesses little children still. 

A. L. WARING. 
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J£8US SAID, SUFFER THE LITTLE CHILDBEN TO COME 
UNTO ME, AND FOEBID THEM NOT; FOE OF SUCH 
IS THE KINGDOM OF GOD. 

Who would not love the Saviour, 

Who loves dear children so? 
Who would not love the Saviour 

Who does that Saviour know? 

Infants Were brought unto him. 
He smiled on them, and shed 

A sweet, a holy blessing. 
In love upon each head. 

O, bring them. He commanded, 

And send them not away, 
My Father's heavenly kingdom 

Is filled with such as they. 
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Tho' now He lives in glory 
He sees us from above, 

And safely He will guide us 
To that bright home of love. 



Who would not love the Saviour, 
Who loves dear children so? 

Who would not love the Saviour 
Who does that Saviour know? 



FEOM " THE FOLDED LAMBS. 



t» 
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HYMN FOE A LITTLE CHILD. 

Now that my journey 's just begun. 
My course so little trod; 

I'll stay before I further run. 
And give myself to God. 

And, lest I should be ever led 
Through sinful paths to stray, 

I would at once begin to tread 
In wisdom's pleasant way. 



What sorrows may my steps attend, 

I cannot now foretel; 
But if the Lord wiU be my friend 

I know that all is well« 
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Attend me, througli my youthful way. 

Whatever be my lot; 
And when I*m feeble, old, and grey, 

Lord, forsake me not. 

Then still, as seasons hasten by, 

1 will for heaven prepare; 

That God may take me, when I die, 
To dwell for ever there. 

JANE TAYLOE. 
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HYMN FOB A LITTLE CHILD. 

j£sus who lived above the sky 
Came down to be a man, and die ; 
And in the Bible we may see 
How very good He used to be. 

He went about, He was so kind, 
To cure poor people who were blind, 
And many who were sick and lame. 
He pitied fhem, and did the same. 

And more than that. He told them too 
The things which God would have them do. 
And was so gentle and so mild, 
He would have listened to a child. 
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But such a cruel death He died, — 

He was hung up and crucified; 

And those kind hands which did such good 

They nailed them to a piece of wood. 

And so He died, and this is why. 
He came to be a man and die — 
The Bible says He came from Heaven, 
That we might have our sins forgiven. 

He knew how wicked man had been, 
He knew that God must punish sin, 
So out of pity Jesus said. 
He'd bear the punishment instead. 

FEOM "the folded LAMBS.' 



DESPISE NOT LITTLE EFFORTS. 

Little drops of water, 
Little grains of sand. 
Make the boundless ocean, 
And the beauteous land. 

And the little moments, 
Humble though they be, 
Make the mighty ages 
Of eternity. 

Little deeds of kindness, 
Little words of love. 
Make the earth an Eden, 
Like the heaven above. 

Little deeds of mercy, 
Done by infant hands. 
Grow to bless the nations 
Far off in heathen lands. 



THE SWEET STOBY OP OLD. 

I THINK when I read that sweet story of old. 

When Jesus dwelt here among men. 
And called little children as lambs to his fold, 

I should like to have been with them then. 

I wish that his hands had been pat on my head. 

And that I had been placed on his knee, 
And that I might have seen his kind look when he said, 
"Let the little one» come onto me." 



Yet still to my Saviour in prayer I may go, 
And ask for a share in his love. 

And if I thus earnestly seek him below, 
I shall see him and hear him above. 

In that beautiful place he is gone to prepare, 

For all who are wash'd and forgiven. 
And many dear cluldreii are gathering there, 
"For of such is the kingdom of heaven." 
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"O GIVE THANKS UNTO THE LOED, FOE HE IS GOOD." 



O THANK the Lord, for he is kind ! 

Come, little one, thy praises bring ; 
Wake up the love of thy young mind, 

And with thine heart his goodness sing. 
What hath he done, dear child, for thee? 

Look round thee, and within, and see. 

He gave that happy health of thine, 
Th' untiring strength of every limb ; 

He bade thy days so brightly shine. 

Thy nights of safety come from Him ; 

And all the joy thy spirit feels. 
Thy playfulness, thy merry peals. 
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Art thou an orphan, left forlorn; 

With none to comfort, or to guide? 
No — ^from the moment thou wast bom. 

Dear parents have thy wants supplied, 
He gave them, thy supports to be, — 

Gave all who love and cherish thee. 

O, thank the Lord, for he is kind; 

Forget not thou his watchful care. 
But up to heaven raise thy mind. 

And love thine unseen Father there; 
Then, show thy love, in love's best way, — 

First learn his will, and then obey. 

FROM " HYMNS FOB INFANT MINDS," BY 

ANN AND JANE TAYLOR. 
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HYMN. FOB A LITTLE CHILD. 

God made the sky that looks so blue ; 

God. made the grass so green ; 
God made the flowers that smell so sweet. 

In pretty colours, seen. 

God made the sun that shines so bright. 

And gladdens all I see. 
It comes to give us light and heat: 

How thankful we should be! 

God made the pretty bird to fly. 

How sweetly has she sung ! 
And though she soars so very high. 

She won't forget her young. 



Gt)d made the cow to give nice milk, 
The horse for man to use ; 

I'll treat them kindly for his sake. 
Nor dare his gifts abuse. 

God made the water for our drink, 

God made the fish to awim, 
God made the trees to bear nice fruit ; 
Oh! how should we love him. 

Where'er we turn our wondering eyes 
His skill and power we see: 

He made the earth, he made the skies. 
And he made you and me. 



i 
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HYMN FOE A LITTLE CHILD. 

Who taught the bees, when first they take 
Their flight thro* flowery fields in Spring, 

To mark their hives, and straight to make 
Their sure return, sweet stores to bring? 

Who taught the ants with careful pains, 
Their eggs on pleasant days to sun, 

And hide them from impending rains. 
Ere yet the gathering clouds begun? 

Who taught the beaver to contrive 

Their huts on banks, so wisely plann'd. 

That in the water they can dive. 

Or shun their foes from thence by land? 
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Who taught the swallows when to take 
Their flight before chill Winter comes? 

The wren her curious nest to .make ? 

The wandering rooks to find their homes? 

The God, whose work all nature is, 

Whose wisdom guides the vast design, 

Man sees but part — ^but what he sees. 
Tells him this wisdom is divine. 

J. WARING. 



MANY QUESTIONS AND ONE ANSWER. 

In Winter where can be the flowers, 
And leaves that look so green? 

There 's not a bud in all the bowers, 
Or daisy to be seen 1 

And who will bring them back again, 
When pleasant Spring comes out. 

And plant them up and down the lane, 
And spread them all about? 

And who will send the gentle lambs. 
With wool so soft and light. 

And teach them all to know their dams. 
And gambol in their sight? 
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And who will tell tlie pretty bird, 
To build its nest on bigb, 

And tbough it cannot speak a word, 
Instruct its young to fly? 

The Lord, in heaven — there he dwells- 
Who all these things can do : 

How good he is! the Bible tells, 
Much more about Him too. 
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0U» FATHER WHO AET IN HEAVEN. 



Great God, and wilt thou condescend 
To be my Father and my Friend? 
I, a poor child, and Thou so high. 
The Lord of earth, and air, and sky. 

Art Thou my Father P— Canst Thou bear 
To hear my poor imperfect prayer? 
Or wilt Thou listen to the praise 
That such a little one can raise? 

Art thou my Father? — Let me be 

A meek obedient child to Thee; 

And try, in word, and deed, and thought^ 

To serve and please Thee as I ought. 
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Art thou my Father? — I'll depend 
Uppn the care of such a friend ; 
And only wish to do and be, 
Whatever seemeth good to Thee. 

Art Thou my Father ?— Then, at last, 
When all my days on earth are past. 
Send down, and take me in Thy love. 
To be Thy better child above. 

"HYMNS POR INFANT MINDS," BY 

ANN AND JANE TAYLOR. 
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"THE LOBD BL£SS THEE." 
KvxBiBS Ti» 24—27. 

The Lord Jehovah bless thee, 
And have thee in his care ; 

Whatever may distress thee, 
His favour may'st thou share. 

The Lord, thy Saviour, cheer thee. 
And show His smiling face; 

May He be ever near thee. 
With all-sufficient grace ! 

The Lord, the Holy Spirit, 
Upon thy spirit shine, 

And cause thee to inherit. 

Love, joy, and peace divine. 

Oh, Lord I if thus Thou bless us. 
And thus supply our need. 

Whatever may distress us. 
We shall be blest indeed. 
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GOD EVERYWHERE. 

God made the world — in every land 
His love and power abound: 

All are protected by his hand, 
As well as British ground. 

The Indian hut, the English cot. 
Alike his care must own; 

Though savage nations know him not. 
But worship wood and stone. 

He sees and governs distant lands, 
And constant bounty pours, 

From wild Arabia's burning sands, 
To Lapland's frozen shores. 
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In forest shades and silent plains, 
Where feet have never trod, 

There in majestic power He reigns. 
An ever present Qtod. 

All the inhabitants of earth. 
Who dwell beneath the sun, 

Of different nations, name, and birth. 
He knows them every one. 

Alike the rich and poor are known, 
The cultured and the wild ; 

The lofty monarch on the throne, 
And every little child. 

While He regards the wise and fair. 
The noble and the brave. 

He listens to the beggar's prayer. 
And the poor Negro slave. 
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He knows the worthy from the vile, 

And sends His mercies down : 
None are too mean to share His smile, 

Or to provoke His frown. 

Great Godl and since Thy piercing eye 

My inmost heart can see. 
Teach me from every sin to fly. 

And turn that heart to Thee. 

" HYMNS FOR INFANT MINDS," BY 

ANN AND JANE TAYLOR. 



From Greenland's icy mountains, 

From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Eoll down their golden sand, 
From many an ancient river. 

From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle. 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile. 
In vain with lavish kindness. 

The gifts of God are strown — 
The Heathen, in his blindness. 

Bows down to wood and stone. 



Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high. 
Shall we, to man benighted, 

The lamp of life deny? 
Salvation ! Yea, salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learnt Messiah's name. 

Waft, waft, ye winds, the story, 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole : 
Till o'er our ransom'd nature 

The Lamb, for sinners slain — 
Redeemer, King, Creator — 

In bliss returns to reign. 

BISHOP HSBEB. 
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PBAISE FOB DAILY MEBCIES. 



LoBD, I would own Thy tender care, 
And all Thy love to me : 

The food I eat, the clothes I wear, 
Are all bestowed by Thee. 

'Tis Thou preservest me from death. 
And dangers every hour; 

I cannot draw another breath. 
Unless Thou give me power. 

Kind angels guard me every night. 
As round my bed they stay. 

Nor am I absent from Thy sight, 
In darkness or by day. 



My health, and friends, and parents dear, 

To me by God are given : 
I have not any blessing here, 

But what is sent from heaven. 

Such goodness, Lord, and constant care, 

A child can ne'er repay. 
But may it be my daily prayer 

To love Thee and and obey! 

" HYMNS FOE INFANT MINDS,*' BY 

ANN AND JANE TAYLOU. 



92 ^mt\i VBjtzk 



PBAISE FOB MEBCTES, SPIBITUAL AND TEMPOBAL. 



Whene'eb I take my walks abroad 

How many poor I see: 
What shall I render to my God 

For all His gifts to me? 

Not more than others I deserve. 
Yet God has given me more; 

For I have food, while others starve, 
Or beg from door to door. 

How many children in the street, 

Half naked I behold, 
While I am cloth'd from head to feet. 

And cover'd from the cold. 



While some poor creatures scarce can tell 
Where they may lay their head, 

I have a home wherein to dwell, 
And rest upon my bed. 

While others early learn to swear. 
And curse, and lie, and steal; 

Lord, I am taught Thy name to fear. 
And do Thy holy will. 



Are these, Thy favours day by day, 

To me above the rest? 
Then let me love Thee more than they. 

And try to serve Thee best. 

DE. WATTS. 
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God might bave made the earth bring forth 

Enough for great and small, 
The oak tree and the cedar tree, 

Without a flower at all. 

He might have made enough, enough 

For every want of ours. 
For medicine, luxury, and food. 

And yet have made no flowers. 

Then wherefore, wherefore were they made — 

All dyed in rainbow light — 
All fashioned with supremest grace — 
Up-springing day and night ? 
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Springing in valleys green and low, 
And on tlie mountains high, 

And in the secret wilderness, 
Where no man passeth by. 

Our outward life requires them not; 

Then wherefore had they birth? 
To minister delight to man. 

And beautify the earth. 

To comfort man, and whisper hope. 

Whene'er his faith is dim; 
For God, who careth for the flowers. 

Will much more care for him I 

MAEY HOWITT. 
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THE WOOD MOUSE. 

Do ye know the little wood mouse, 
That pretty little thing, 

That sits among the forest leaves, 
Beside the forest spring ? 

Its fur is red as the red chesnut. 
And it is small and slim, 

It leads a life most innocent 
Within the forest dim, 

'Tis a timid gentle creature. 
And seldom comes in sight ; 

It has a long and wiry tail, 

And eyes both black and bright. 
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It makes its nest of soft dry moss, 
In a hole so deep and strong : 

And there it sleeps secure and warm 
The dreary Winter long. 

And though it keeps no calendar, 

It knows when flowers are springing; 

And waketh to its summer life. 
When nightingales are singing. 

Upon the boughs the squirrel sits, 
The wood mouse plays below ; 

And plenty of food it finds itself 

Where the beech and chesnut grow. 

In the hedge sparrow's nest he sits, 
When its Summer brood is fled. 

And picks the berries from the bough 
Of the hawthorn over head. 



N 
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I saw a little wood moose once, 

Like a lord within his hall, 
With the green, green moss beneath his feet. 

Sit under a mushroom tall. 

I saw him sit, and his dinner eat. 

All under the forest tree — 
His dinner of chesnnt ripe and red, 

And he eat it heartily. 

I wish you could have seen him there; 

It did my spirit good. 
To see the small thing God had made, 

Thus eating in the wood. 

I saw that He regardeth them — 
Those creatures weak and small; 

Their table in the wild is spread 
By Him who cares for all ! 

MART HOWITT. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 

God is love: His mercy brightens 
All the path in which we move; 

Bliss He forms, and woe He lightens: 
God is light, and God is love. 

All around is changing ever — 
Worlds decay, and ages move, — 

But His mercy waneth never: 
God is light, and God is love. 

E'en the hour that darkest seemeth, 
Will His changeless goodness prove; 

From the mist His brightness streameth : 
God is light, and God is love. 

He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above ; 

Every where His glory shineth : 
God is light, and God is love. 
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A LITTLE ship was on the sea, 

It was a pretty sight, 
It sailed along so pleasantly. 

And all was calm and bright. 

When lo ! a storm began to rise, 
The wind grew loud and strong; 

It blew the clouds across the skies. 
It blew the waves along. 



And all but One were sore afraid 
Of sinking in the deep; 

His head was on a pillow laid. 
And He was fast asleep. 



Master, we perish 1 Master, save ! 

They cried. Their Master heard: 
He rose, rebuked the wind and wave, 

And still'd them with a word. 

He to the storm says, "Peace, be still!" 

The raging biUows cease, 
The mighty winds obey His wiU, 

And all are hushed to peace. 

O ! well we know it was the Lord, 
Our Saviour and our Friend, 

Whose care of those who trust His word 
Will never, never end. 

D. A. T. 
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FOB A VERY LITTLE CHILD. 

O tliat it were my chief delight 
To do the things I ought 1 

Then let me try with all my might 
To mind what I am taught. 

Wherever I am told to go 

I'll cheerfully obey; 
Nor will I mind it much, although 

I leave a pretty play. 

When I am bid, I'll freely bring 

Whatever I have got; 
And never touch a pretty thing, 

If mother tells me not. 
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When she permits me, I may tell 

About my pretty toys; 
But if she's busy or unwell, 

I must not make a noise. 

And when I learn my hymns to say. 

And work, and read, and spell, 
I will not think about my play, 

But trv and do it well. 

For God looks down from heaven on high 

Our actions to behold; 
And he is pleased when children try 

To do as they are told. 

" HYMNS FOR INFANT MINDS," BY 

ANN AND JANE TAYLOR. 
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DOING GOOD. 

"Mother, I wish that I knew how 
To do some good to-day; 
For every one should do some good 
I've heard my father say. 

"And mother, I have often tried, 
But, then, I am so small ; 
And though I try, I never can 
Do any good at aU." 

"Yes, Henry, you can do much good, 
When you are kind and mild, 
And love to do what you are told, 
You are a useful child. 
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" I'll tell yon when you did some good : 
The day that I was ill, 
You did not play or make a noise. 
But kept the baby still. 

"You took your little picture book, 
And taught him all you could. 
And show'd him pretty playthings too; 
Now, that was doing good." 



« 



POETICAL BECREATIONS FOR THE 

HOME AND THE FAMILY. 
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CHILDREN AT THE GATE OF HEAVEN. 

Little travellers Zionward, 

Each one entering into rest- 
In the kingdom of your Lord — 

Li the mansions of the blest — 
There, to welcome, Jesus waits. 

Gives the crowns his followers win : 
Lift your heads, ye golden gates ! 

Let the little travellers in! 

Who are they whose little feet, 

Pacing life's dark journey through, 
Now have reached that heavenly seat, 
They had ever kept in view? 
"I, from Greenland's frozen land;*' 
"I, from India's sultry plain;" 
"I, from Afric's barren sand;" 
" I, from islands of the main." 



All our earthly journey past, 
Every tear and pain gone by, 

Here together met at last. 
At the portal of the sky ! 

Each the welcome, " Come," awaits, 
" Conqu'rors over death and sin ! 

Lift your heads, ye golden gates! 
Let the little travellers in I 



EDMESTON. 
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CHILDEEN IN HEAVEN. 

Abound the throne of God, in heaven. 
Thousands of children stand — 

Children whose sins are all forgiven — 
A holy, happy band : 

Singing glory ! glory ! glory ! 

What brought them to that world above, 
That heaven so bright and fair? 

Where all is peace, and joy, and love; 
How came those children there? 

Singing glory 1 glory! glory! 

Because the Saviour shed his blood. 

To wash away their sin; 
Bathed in that pure and precious flood. 

Behold them, white and clean : 

Singing glory! glory! glory! 

On earth they sought their Saviour's grace. 
On earth they loved his name; 

So now they see his blessed face. 
And stand before the Lamb : 

Singing gloiy ! glory ! glory ! 



HEAVEN. 

God lives in heaven, above the blue sky 
That looks so lovely and bright; 

Above the sun, and the moon, and stars. 
In a land of joy and delight. 

But God does not live alone in heaven, 
For the angels good and fair. 

And little children with angels' wings. 
And happy faces, are there. 



God giveth them wings that they may fly, 

And hasten to do His will; 
They do his errands, and never tire, 

They love and obey him still. 

They sing with voices so clear and sweet, 

And never have cause to weep ; 
They see bright flowers that never fade. 
With eyes that will never sleep. 
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Those angel-children once lived on earth. 
And had homes and friends like you; 

Sometimes were happy, and sometimes sad, 
They had lessons and work to do. 

They had brothers and sisters to cherish and love, 

Parents to love and obey; 
They were glad to shut their eyes in sleep, 

When night had ended the day. 

Sometimes they sang, but they often wept, 

For they often were in pain ; 
They planted sweet flowers, and watered them. 

But they saw them fade again. 

And when they had lived as many days 

As God saw fitting and right. 
They fell asleep and awoke in heaven. 

Where all is happy and bright. 

And little children may pray to God, 
Who giveth them all good things. 

That he will take them to live in heaven. 
And give them angels' wings. 

Al. S. C. 



PEACE. 

Thou art with me, O my Father, 

At early dawn of day. 
It is Thy glory brighteneth 

The upward streaming ray; 

It calls me by its loveliness. 
To rise and worship Thee; 

I feel Thy glorious presence, 
Thy face I may not see. 

Thou art with me, O my Father, 

In the changing scenes of life, 
In loneliness of spirit. 

And in weariness of strife; 
My sufferings, my comfortings. 

Alternate at Thy will; 
I trust Thee, O my Father, 

I trust Thee, and am still. 
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Thou art with me, O my Father, 

In evening's darkening gloom, 
When night enshrouds the sleeping earth 

Thy presence fills my room ; 
The little stars bring messages 

Of kindness from above; 
I love Thee, O my Father, 

And I feel that Thou art love. 



■♦oj^^o^ 
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THE CHILD OF THE LORD. 

How biess'd is the child of the Lord, 
When taught of the Father to run. 

When led by the light of his Word, 
And cheer'd by the beams of his sun. 

He listens with fear and delight, 

To hear what the Master shall say; 

He sleeps in his bosom all night, 
And walks in his love all the day. 

Though terrors may compass him round. 
And wildly the tempests may blow; 

He fears not; the rock he has found — 
That rock he will never forego. 
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'Tis true that his pilgrimage here 

Is chequer'd with sorrows and fears ; 

'Tis true that the cross he must bear. 
And weep in this valley of tears : 

But patience, submission, and love. 
Can sweeten the bitterest hours ; 

And hope from the heaven above 

Still shines, when the hurricane lowers. 

Temptation, 'tis true, will assail, 
And trial without and within; 

And deeply his soul must bewail 
For inward corruption and sin. 

But the rags he once counted his own 
Are consumed in celestial flame, 

And a mantle is over Him thrown, 

Wash'd white in the blood of the Lamb. 

J. J. OURNET. 




THE ST&ATED LAMB. 

A GIDDY lamb, one afternoon, 

Had from the fold departed ; 
The tender Shepherd missed it soon. 

And sought it broken-hearted : 
Not all the flock that shared his love 

Could from the search delay him. 
Nor clouds of midnight darkness move. 

Nor fear of suffering stay him. 

But night and day, he went his way. 

In sorrow, till he found it; 
And when he saw it fainting lie. 

He clasp'd his arms around it. 
And closely sheltered in his breast. 

From every ill to save it. 
He brought it to his home of rest, 

And pitied, and forgave it. 



116 Sfatntg-dibet^ SBjeek. 



And 80 the Saviour wi]l receive, 

The little ones that fear him ; 
Their pains remove, their sins forgive, 

And draw them gently near him — 
Bless while they live, and when they die. 

When soul and body sever. 
Conduct them to his home on high. 

To dwell with him, for ever. 



BBOTHEBLY LOVE. 

The God of heaven is pleased to see 
A little family agree ; 
And will not slight the praise they bring 
When loving children join to sing. 

For love and kindness please him more 
Than if we gave him all our store ; 
And children here, who dwell in love. 
Are like his happy ones above. 

The gentle child, that tries to please, 
That hates to quarrel, fret, and tease. 
And would not say an angry word ; 
That child is pleasing to the Lord. 



Great God I forgive, whenever we 
Forget Thy will, and disagree; 
And grant that each of us may find 
The sweet delight of being kind. 

"HYMNS FOB INFANT MINDS," 



BY 



ANN AND JANE TAYLOB. 
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"LITTLE CHILDBEN, LOVE ONE ANOTHEB.' 

A little girl, with a happy look, 

Sat. slowly reading a ponderous book. 

All bound with velvet and edged with gold. 

And its weight was more than the child could hold ; 

Yet dearly she loved to ponder it o'er, 

And every day she prized it more, 

For it said, — and she looked at her smiling mother, — 

It said, "Little children, love one another." 

She thought it was beautiful in the book. 
And the lesson home to her heart she took; 
She walked on her way with a trusting grace. 
And a dove-like look in her meek young face, 
Which said, just as plain as words could say, 
" The Holy Bible I must obey : 
So Mamma, I'll be kind to my darling brother, 
For little children must love each another." 
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"I'm sorry he's naughty, and will not play; 
But I'll love him still, for I think the way 
To make him gentle and kind to me 
Will be better shown, if I let him see 
I strive to do what I think is right; 
And thus when I kneel in prayer to-night, 
I will clasp my hands around my brother. 
And say, * Little children, love one another.' " 



The little girl did as her Bible taught. 

And pleasant indeed was the change it wrought; 

For the boy look'd up in glad surprise, 

To meet the light of her loving eyes — 

His heart was full, he could not speak, 

But he press'd a kiss on his sister's cheek : 

And Gt>d look'd down on that happy mother. 

Whose little children loved each other. 

AUNT MARY. 



LINES FOR A LITTLE BOY's BIBLE. 



Peace be to thee, gentle boy. 
Many years of health and joy. 
Love your Bible more than play — 
Qtow in wisdom every day: 
Like the lark on hovering wing, 
Early rise, and mount, and sing: 
Like the dove that found no rest. 
Till it flew to Noah's breast : 
Best not in this world of sin. 
Till the Saviour take thee in. 

H^'CHEYNE. 



LOVE YOUR LITTLE BEOTHEE. 

I HAD a little friend. 

And every day he crept, 
In sadness to his brother's tomb, 

And laid him down and wept. 

And when I asked him why 
He mourned so long and sore, 

He answered through his tears, '^ Because 
I did not love him more." 



''Sometimes I was not kind. 

Or cross, or coldly spake;" 
And then he turned away, and sobbed 
As though his heart would break. 



Brothers and sisters are a gift 

Of mercy from the skies ; 
And may I always think of this 

Whene'er they meet my eyes : 

Be tender, good, and kind, 

And love them in my heart, 
Lest I should sigh with bitter grief. 

When we are called to part. 

MBS. SIGOUBNEY. 
** SONGS FOB THE LITTLE ONES AT HOME.' 



MT LITTLE SISTEB. 



I have a little sister. 

She's only two years old; 
But she's a little darling. 

And worth her weight in gold. 

She often runs to kiss me, 
When I 'm at work or play, 

Twining her arms about me 
In such a pretty way; 

And then she'll say so sweetly. 

In innocence and joy. 
Tell me story, sister dear. 

About the little boy." 
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Sometimes, when I am knitting, 

She'll pull my needles out; 
And then shell skip and dance around. 

With such a meny shout. 

It makes me laugh to see her. 

Though I'm not very glad 
To have her take my needles out. 

And make my work so bad; 

But then if I would have her 

To see what she has done, 
I must be very gentle 

While telling her the wrong. 

FEOM " SONGS FOB THE LITTLE ONES AT HOlf £. 



THE BROOK. 

*Twas here my sister dear was drowned, 
One long, bright Summer-day; 

Here was the little darling found, 
By good and faithful Tray. 

"lis many years isince Ellen died; 

But I have not forgot 
The moment, we her bonnet spied 

Beside this very spot — 

How very wet her golden hair, 
And how it made me weep 

To see her lie so still and fair. 
And know it was not sleep. 
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Poor Tray sits watching in my face. 

With such an earnest look; 
He knows fiill well how sad a place 

Is this sweet babbling brook. 

Had T a sister now to love. 

How very kind I'd be; 
Ellen, the little gentle dove. 

Was always kind to me. 

Once^it was just before she died — 

I struck her in a pet; 
How bitterly I since have cried. 

And wished I could forget. 

I love to hear, dear mother say 

Our Ellen lives in heaven; 
And every night I kneel and pray' 

To have my faults forgiven. 

FEOM " SONGS FOE THE LITTLE ONES AT HOME." 



THE BLIND BOT. 

" Dear Maty," said the poor blind boy, 
"That little bird sings very long; 
Say, do you see him in his joy. 
And is he pretty as his song?" 

" Yes, Edward, yes," replied the maid, 
"I see the bird, on yonder tree." 
The poor boy sighed, and gently said, 
" Sister, I wish that I could see : 

"The flowers, you say, are very fair. 

And bright green leaves are on the trees ; 
And pretty birds are singing there — 
How beautiful for one who sees ! 



*'Yet I the fragrant flowers can smell, 

And I can feel the green leaves' shade; 
And I can hear the notes that swell 

From those dear birds that God has made. 

*'So sister, God to me is kind, 

Though sight to me he has not given; 
But tell me, are there any blind 

Among the children up in heaven?" 

Ere long, disease its hand had laid 

On that dear boy, so meek and mild;— 

His widow'd mother wept, and pray'd 

That God would spare her sightless child. 

He felt her warm tears on his face. 
And said — ^'Oh, never weep for me, 

Fm going to a bright, bright place. 
Where Gbd, my Saviour, I shall see. 
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And you'll be there, kind Mary, too; 

But, mother, when you get up there, 
Tell me, dear mother, that 'tis you : 

Ton know I never saw you here." 

He spoke no more, but sweetly smiled. 
Until the final call was given. 

When God took up that poor blind child. 
And open'd first his eyes in heaven. 

AMEEICAN. 



R 
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HABDY FLOWEHS. 

Buttercups and daisies — 

Ohf the pretty flowers ! 
Coming ere the Spring-time, 

To tell of sunny hours. 
While the trees are leafless, 

While the fields are bare, 
Buttercups and daisies. 

Spring up here and there. 

Ere the snowdrop peepeth; 

Ere the crocus bold ; 
Ere the early primrose 

Opes its paly gold ; 
Somewhere on a sunny bank 

Buttercups are bright : 
Somewhere *mong the frozen grass. 

Peeps the daisy white. 

Little hardy flowers. 

Like to children poor. 

Playing in their sturdy health, 
By their mother's door: 



Purple with the north wind, 

Yet alert and bold, 
Fearing not, and caring not. 

Though they be a-cold ! 

What to them is weather ! 

What are stormv showers ! 
Buttercups and daisies 

Are these human flowers: 
He who gave them hardship. 

And a life of care. 
Gave them likewise hardy strength. 

And patient hearts, to bear. 

Welcome, yellow buttercups; 

Welcome, daisies white. 
Ye are in my spirit, 

Yision'd a delight ! 
Coming, ere the Spring-time 

Of sunny hours to tell — 
Speaking to our hearts of Him 

Who doeth all things well. 

HOWITT. 
FEOM " SCHOOL SONGS." 
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THE LILY OF THE TALLET. 



Come, my love, and do not spurn 
From a little flower to learn. — 
See the lily on the bed, 
Hanging down its modest head; 
While it scarcely can be seen, 
Folded in its leaf of green. 

Yet we love the lily well 
For its sweet and pleasant smeU, 
And would rather call it ours 
Than a many gayer flowers: 
Pretty lilies seem to be 
Emblems of humility. 



Come, my love, and do not spurn 
From a little flower to learn. — 
Let your temper be as sweet 
As the lily at your feet: 
Be as gentle, be as mild : 
Be a modest, simple child. 

'Tis not beauty that we prize: 
Like a Summer flower it dies. 
But humility will last, 
Fair and sweet, when beauty 's past : 
And the Saviour from above 
Views a humble child with love. 



" HYMNS POE INFANT MINDS, BY 

ANN AND JANE TAYLOR. 
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THE DAISY. 

The daisy is the meekest flower 
That grows in wood or field, 

To wind, and rain, and footstep rude, 
Its slender stem will yield : 

And when they 're passed away again 

As cheerfully it springs. 
As if a playful butterfly 

Had bent it with his wings. 

The daisy is a hardy plant, 

And in the Winter time, 
We find it in the' sheltered nooks. 

Unhurt by snow and rime. 

In Spring it dots the green with white— 

It blossoms all the year; 
And so it is a fav'rite flower 

To little children dear. 
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Before the stars are in the sky 

The daisy goes to rest, 
And folds its little shining leaves 

Upon its golden breast. 

And so it sleeps in dewy night 

Until the morning breaks. 
Then, with the songs of early birds, 

So joyously awakes. 

And children when they go to bed 
Should fold their hands in prayer. 

And place themselves, and all they love, 
In God's Almighty care : 

Then they may sleep secure and still 
Through hours of darksome night. 

And with the pretty daisy wake 
In cheerful morning light. 

"LITTLE POEMS FOR LITTLE PEOPLE.' 

u. S. C 



THE VIOLET. 

Down in a green and shady bed 

A modest violet grew. 
Its stalk was bent, it hung its head. 

As if to hide from view. 

And yet it was a lovely flower. 

Its colour bright and fair ; 
It might have graced a rosy bower. 

Instead of hiding there. 

Yet there it was content to bloom, 

In modest tints arrayed, 
.And there diffused a sweet perfume, 

Within the silent shade. 

Then let me to the valley go. 

This pretty flower to see. 
That I may also learn to grow 

In sweet humility. 

FBOH " ORIGINAL POEMS FOB INFANT HINDS.' 
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AUTUMN. 

The sun is shining unclouded ; 

The com is standing in sheaves, 
The hills are red with the bracken, 

The birches have yellow leaves. 

The apples and pears are gathered, 
And hazel-nuts dusky brown; 

The mountain-ash and the elder 
With berries are bending down. 

The robin is growing tamer, 
And sings us a cheery song; 

The little brooks by the roadside 
Quietly ripple along. 
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The bips and haws in the hedges 
Are growing so ripe and red ; 

The seeds of thistles are flying ; 
The Summer flowers are dead. 

The blackberries on the hedges 
Are clustered in every lane : 

The light-winged swallows and martins 
AVill soon be going again. 

The nights are star-lit and frosty, 
The mornings misty and cold ; 

The sun sets southward and early 
With clouds of crimson and gold. 

The sweet Summer days are over, 
With all their gentle delight, 

And we must try to remember 
If we have spent them aright. 
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God sees us in Summer and Winter, 
In Autumn and in the Spring; 

He sees our thoughts and our tempers, 
And knows every little thing. 

And while the seasons are changing. 
With the changing night and day, 

They seem to tell and remind us, 
That soon we must go away, 

Away from the heat of Summer, 
Away from the Winter's snow. 

Away from the cold bright Autumn, 
And the fresh green Spring we go. 



To live with God and the angels. 
In a world where all is fair. 

Let us pray to God, the Saviour, 
To bring us all safely there. 



•'LITTLE POEMS FOR LITTLE PEOPLE." 

M. S. C. 
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"Wheee are the swallows gone. Mamma? 

I have missed them many a day. 
And we had so many! what can it be 

That has driven them all away ? 
The robins and sparrows still come to our door, 
But the beautiful swallows we see no more." 

"They are gone, my boy, to a warmer clime. 
Over the deep blue sea, 
Where the Summer, in all its glorious prime. 
Still smiles upon lake and tree. 
Where the sun-beams dance on the flashing springs. 
They are there, my child, with their glancing wings. 

"But who told them. Mamma, which way to go 
In search of that sunny land — 
Oh how could such tiny creatures know 
What I hardly understand? 
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Their eyes could not see that far-off sky — 
Then how could they know which way to fly? 



»> 



" God was their teacher ! my wondering child — 
And He watch'd o'er each tiny thing ! 
He led them right o'er the waters wild, 
And strengthen'd each weary wing! 
That Gk)d, whose word in the Scriptures tell 
Of a cloudless land, where we too may dwell ! 

" For he warns us that here, on this changing earth. 

We must quit our dwellings soon! 
But He tells us of heaven ! where no sorrow has birth, 

And He offers to guide us home ! 
Oh let us think of the swallows, and see 
How the fowls of the air have more faith than we." 

s* c. c. 
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THE SWALLOWS. 

The Summer is gone, the Autumn come, 

The swallows are going soon; 
"We 've seen them gathering on the roofs. 

In hundreds, this afternoon. 

In Summer they built so busily 

Their curious nests of clay ; 
And now the young ones are fledged and strong, 

And ready to fly away. 

They 're going, for here they cannot live 
Where the snow lies on the ground; 

And where in the cold and wintry air 
Neither gnat nor fly is found. 
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They '11 skim away to the sultry south. 
Where the fire-fly dances bright. 

Where the shy gazelle is seen by day. 
And the lion beard at night. 

They '11 pass wbere the Alps, in Switzerland, 
With the frozen snow are white ; 

And Italy's fiery mountain peaks 
They'll see in their rapid flight. 

To Africa's sandy coast they '11 cross 
O'er the dark blue mid-land sea. 

And rest in the shade of feathery palm, 
Or of broad-leaved plantain tree. 

There they will stay till our Winter's gone, 
With its frost, and snow, and rain; 

And then to their little English nests 
They will all come back again. 
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And we shall be glad to see them come. 

For the days are warm and long, 
When under the eaves we stand and hear 

The swallows' twittering song. 

It is God who guides the swallows' wing,* 

Over the sea and the land. 

And if we trust him, he '11 lead us too. 

With a sure and gentle hand. 

Jfl. s. c. 
"LITTLE POEMS FOB LITTLE PEOPLE.' 



" Yea, the stork in the heaven knoweth her appointed times ; 
and the turtle, and the crane, and the swallow, observe the 
time of their coming." — Jeremiah viii, 7. 



A MINUTE. 

A MINUTE, how soon it has flown! 

And yet how important it is ! 
God calls every moment his own. 
For all our existence is his : 
And though we may waste them in folly and play. 
He notices each that we squander away. 

Why should we a minute despise 
Because it so quickly is o'er? 
We know that it rapidly flies, 

And therefore should prize it the more. 
Another, indeed, may appear in its stead. 
But those precious moments for ever are fled. 
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'Tis easy to squander our years 
In idleness, folly, and strife; 
But, oh ! no repentance or tears 

Can bring back one moment of life ! 
But time, if well spent, and improved as it goes, 
Will render life pleasant, and peaceful its close. 



And when all the minutes are past. 

Which God for our portion has given. 
We shall certainly welcome the last, 
If it safely conduct us to heaven. 
The value of time, then, may all of us see. 
Not knowing how near our last minute may be. 



" HYMNS FOR INFANT MINDS," BY 

ANN AND JANE TAYLOK. 



^attizt}} VSittk 147 



WHO LOVES MB BEST? 

Who loves me best ? My mother sweet, 
Whose every look with love 's replete — 
Who held me, an infant, on her knee — 
Who hath ever watched me tenderly; 
And yet I have heard my mother say, 
That she some time must pass away. 
Who then shall shield me from earthly ill P 
Some one must love me better still ! 



Who loves me best? My Father dear, 
Who loveth to have me always near — 
He whom I fly each eve to meet. 
When pass'd away is the noontide heat — 
Who from the bank, where the sunbeam lies. 
Brings me the wild-wood strawberries. 
O ! he is dear as my mother to me — 
But he will perish, even as she. 
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Who loves me best? The gentle dove. 
That I have tamed with my childish love — 
That every one, save myself, doth fear — 
Whose soft coo soundeth when I come near; 
Yet perhaps it loves me because I bring 
To its cage the drops from the clearest spring. 
And hang green branches around the door : 
Something surely must love me more. 

Who loves me best? My sister fair. 
With her laughing eyes and clustering hair— 
Who flowers around my head doth twine — 
Who presseth her rosy lips to mine — 
Who singeth me songs in her artless glee: 
Can any love me better than she? 
Yet, when I asked, that sister confess'd. 
Of all, she did not love me the best ! 

Who loves me best? My brother young. 
With his healthy cheek, and his lisping tongue- 
Who delighteth to lead me in merry play 
Far down the green wood's bushy way — 
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Who showeth me where the hazel-nuts grow 
And where the fairest field flowers blow. 
Yet, perhaps he loves me no more than the rest: 
How shall I find who loves me best. 

My mother loves me, — but she may die; 
My white dove loves me, — but that may fly; 
My father loves me, — he may be changed; 
I have heard of brothers and sisters estranged: 
If they should forsake me, what should I do, 
Where should I bear my sad heart to ? 
Some one, surely, would be my stay: 
Some one must love me better than they. 

Yes, fair child, there is one above. 
Who loves thee with an unchangeable love — 
He who formed those frail dear things, 
To which thy young heart fondly clings. 
Even though all should forsake thee, still. 
He would protect thee through every ill. 
O, is not such love worth all the rest? 
Child ! it is God who loves thee best ! 

MAKY ANN BEOWN. 



150 J^ortg-firsl Mttk 



"LORD, TEACH US TO PRAY. 
Luke zi, 1. 

May little children love the Lord? 

May little children often pray? 
And will God mind the very words 

That little children say? 

O, yes, if truth be in the words. 

And children wish the things they say. 

Then God will surely love them here, 
And bless them every day. 

As on their little beds they lie. 

They think of heaven, and softly say, 
" My Saviour, hear me when I cry. 
And make me good to-day." 

0, thus may children seek the Lord, 

Thus even little infants pray; 
And then God minds the very words 

That he has heard them say. 

F. C. 

" SIMPLE HYMNS FOR INFANT SCHOOLS," 

BY THE EDITOR OF " THE PARTING GIFT." 
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HYMN. 

How cheerful along the gay mead. 

The daisy and cowslip appear ! 
The flocks as they carelessly feed, 

Rejoice in the Spring of the year. 

The myrtles that shade the gay bowers. 
The herbage that springs from the sod, 

Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and sweet flowers, 
All rise to the praise of my God. 

Shall man, the great master of all, 

The only insensible prove? 
Forbid it, fair gratitude's call ! 

Forbid it, devotion and love ! 

The Lord, who such wonders can raise. 
And still can destroy with a nod. 

My tongue shall incessantly praise ; 
My soul shall rejoice in my God. 
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HYMN. 

Our God is the Father of all, 
The Father of mercy and love : 

He pities the works of His hands, 

Though He dweUs in the heaven above. 

Not a sparrow can fall to the ground, 
Without His permission and care ; 

From such a kind Father and Friend, 
Then what have His children to fear ? 

We have nothing to fear, but from sin; 

It is sin that displeases our God : 
When we disobey His commands. 

Like a father. He uses the rod. 
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MT h5M£. 

My home, my own dear home, 

It is a happy place. 
Where smiles of love are brightening 

Each dear familiar face, — 
Where parents' arms enfold me 

In fond embraces prest. 
And daily, nightly blessings 

Upon the household rest. 
Our morning salutations. 

How gladsomely they sound ! 
And kind " good nights " at evening. 

Like curtains, close us round. 

The bird seeks not to wander 
From its own quiet nest, 

But deems it of all places 
The dearest and the best. 

Home is my nest, where round me 
Soft sheltering wings are spread. 

And peace, and joy, and gladness. 
With shade and sunlight shed. 



u 
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Oh, may I bring* no shadow 

Of sorrow and of care, 
To dim the open brightness 

Of happy faces there ! 

To Thee, my heavenly Father, 

My little heart I raise. 
While for the home thou givest, 

Thy holy name I praise. 
From Thee the love proceedeth 

'i'hat glads my spirit there; 
Thine are the wings that shelter 

"With fond, maternal care : 
Yet grant a pilgrim spirit 

To look for joys to come. 
The rest that yet remaineth, 

Our everlasting home. 

J> £• L. 
FROM "HYMNS AND SCENES OF CHILDHOOD." 



" There remaineth, therefore, a rest for the People of God." 
— Hebrews rv., 9. 

" For here we have no continuing city, but we seek one to 
come." — Hebrews xni., 14. 
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HYMN. 

Sun, moon, and stars, by day and night, 
At God's commandment, give us light : 
And when we wake, and while we sleep, 

Watch over us, like angels, keep. 

The bright blue sky above our head. 
The soft green earth on which we tread ; 
The ocean rolling round the land, 
Were made by God's almighty hand. 

Sweet flowers, that hill and dale adorn. 
Fair fruit trees, fields of grass and com; 
The clouds that rise, the showers that fall. 
The winds that blow; God sends them all. 
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The beasts that graze with downward eye; 
The birds that perch, and sing, and fly; 
The fishes swimming in the sea; 
God's creatures are as well as we. 

But ns he formed for better things, 
As servants of the King of Kings ; 
With lifted hands, and open face, 
And thankful hearts ta s6ek* his grace. 

Thus God loved man, — and more than thus. 
He sent his Son to live with us ; 
And now invites us, when we die. 
To come, and live with Him on high. 

But we must live to Him below, 
For none but sucb to heaven can go; 
Lord Jesus, hear our humble prayer. 
And lead the little children there. 

JAM£S MONTGOHEBY. 
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THE DAILY LIFE OF A CHRISTIAN CHILD. 

Come hither, little Christian, 

And hearken unto me! 
I '11 teach thee what the dally life 

Of a Christian child should be. 
When a Christian child awaketh, 

He should think of God in heaven ; 
And softly say, "I thank thee. Lord, 

For the sleep which thou hast given. 



» 



He must say, when he ariseth, 

"From evil and from harm, 
Defend thy little child, O Lord, 

With thine everlasting arm." 
Then dressing very quietly, 

The Christian child should say. 
With thy spotless robe of righteousness. 

Lord, clothe my soul, I pray." 
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He reverently kneeleth 

To pray beside his bed, — 
With closed eyes, and humble voice. 

His earnest prayers are said; 
And, as he thus approacheth 

The God of heaven above, 
God looketh down, and smileth on 

This little child, in love. 

He goeth to his chamber. 

To his work, or to his play, 
But the prayers that he hath prayed. 

He must keep in mind all day. 
He hath asked to be obedient. 

And so he must fulfil 
His parents' bidding cheerfully, 

With a glad mind and will. 

In all his daily duties 

He diligent must be ; 
And say, "Whate'er I do, O Lord, 

I do it unto Thee." 
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If a playmate take his playthings^ 

He must not rudely try 
To snatch them back, but mildly ask. 

Or meekly pass them by. 

He hath asked to be made holy, 

So he must strive all day 
To yield his will to others' will, 

His way to others' way. 
No greedy thoughts dishonour 

The Christian child at meals ; 
He eateth what God giveth him. 

And ever thankful feels. 

When no human eye can see him. 

He knoweth God is nigh, 
And that darkness cannot cover ^him 

From his all-seeing eye. 
When in a fault he falleth. 

He must not hide the stain, — 
Repentance and confession 

Must yield their needed pain. 
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He must kneel then in his chamber, 

Confess what he hath done, 
And ask to be forgiven 

For the sake of God's dear Son. 
Again, when evening cometh. 

The Christian child will pray, 
And praise the Lord for blessings given 

To him throughout the day. 

Then his soul to God committing. 

He quietly may sleep ; 
God, and his holy angel hosts. 

Will watch around him keep. 
God bless thee, little Christian ! 

Be holy, humble, mild. 
Obedient, truthful, .diligent, 

A truly Christian child. 

FEOM " THE WAY HOME." 
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THE SEED AND THE FBAYEB. 

Mamma, I've often heard you say, 

That God is listening when we pray, 

And if I do indeed believe, 

That what 1 ask 1 shaU receive ; 

Why will He not then take away, 
My naughty sinful heart to-day, 

And make me humble, meek, and mild, 
A quiet and obedient child P 

I ask Him every day and night. 

For a new heart that 's clean and white ; 
You know I have not got it yet. 

He hears my prayer — can he forget? 

No, darling, God does not forget, 
Although he has not answered yet; 

And if you listen, I will try. 

And give you now a reason why. 
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I once pulled up a garden weed, 

And in its place I dropped a seed; 

Because they told me God's great power, 
Could change that seed into a flower. 

I was a little child, you know, 

And thought the seed would quickly grow, 
But days and weeks passed slowly roXind, 

And still it lay deep in the ground. 

At length there came some gentle rain. 
And when the sun shone forth again, 

I hastened to the spot alone. 

Wherein my little seed was sown. 

And there I saw the softened ground, 
Eaised in a gently heaving mound. 

And in the middle there was seen. 
Two little leaves of brightest green. 

And day by day, and hour by hour, 
I watched until there came a flower, 
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And thought how good that Grod must be. 
That gave such pretty flowers to me. 

And now, my dear, your little prayer. 
Is Kke the seed I dropt in there : 

God gives it in your hand to sow. 
And promises the seed shall grow. 

And if you wait, and watch, and pray. 
The seed will spring up day by day. 

And Grod will bless it like my flower. 
Both with the sunshine and the shower. 

Until at length one morning bright, 

Toull find a heart both dean and white: 

And evermore your song will be. 
How very good God is to me ! 

FBOM "THB way home." 
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PEA YE E. 

Peatee is the soul's sincere desire, 

Uttered or unexpress'd ; 
The motion of a hidden fire. 

That trembles in the breast. 

Prayer is the burden of a sigh. 

The falling of a tear. 
The upward glancing of an eye. 

When none but God is near. 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech, 

That infant lips can try; 
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach 

The Majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Christian's vital breath. 
The Christian's native air. 

His watchword at the gates of death, — 
He enters heaven with prayer. 
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Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice, 
Returning from his ways, 

While angels in their song rejoice. 
And say, "behold he prays.'* 

The saints in prayer appear as one. 
In word, and deed, and mind. 

When with the Father and the Son, 
Sweet fellowship they j&nd. 

Nor prayer is made on earth alone ; 

The Holy Spirit pleads. 
And Jesus, on the eternal throne. 

For sinners intercedes. 

O Thou 1 by whom we come to God, 
The life, the truth, the way ! 

The path of prayer thyself hast trod ; 
Lord ! teach us how to pray ! 



JAMES MONTGOMEEY. 
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SUPPLICATION. 

Go when the morning shineth, — 

Go when the noon is bright, — 
Go when the eve declineth, — 

Go in the hush of night; 
Go with pure mind and feeling. 

Fling earthly thoughts away — 
And in thy chamber kneeling. 

Do thou in secret pray. 

Eemember aU who love thee. 

All who are loved by thee. 
Pray, too, for those who hate thee, 

If any such there be; 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim, 
And link with each petition 

Thy great Eedeemer's name. 
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Or if 'tis e'er denied thee 

In solitude to pray, 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee 

When friends are round thy way; 
E'en then the silent breathing, 

Of. the spirit raised above, 
Will reach His throne of glory. 

Who is mercy, truth, and love. 

Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness, 

Before His footstool fall, — 
And remember in thy gladness 

His love who gave thee all ! 
Oh 1 not a joy or blessing 

With this can we compare. 
The power that He has given us 

To pour our souls in prayer! 

"SACEED POETEY." 

SECOND, SEEIES. 
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H YMN . 

Again, O Lord, I ope my eyes, 

Thy glorious light to see, 
And share the gifts so largely lent. 

To thankless man, by Thee, 

And why has God o'er me this night, 
The watch so kindly kept? 

And why have I so safely waked, 
And why so sweetly slept ? 

And wherefore do I live and breathe? 

And wherefore have I still. 
The mind to know, the sense to choose, 

The strength to do Thy wiU? 

Is It that I should only care. 

For pleasure and for play? 
No time and thought for others spare. 

With cheerful heart, to-day ? 
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Is it that I should only try. 

How best myself to please ? 
Aud let the fleeting hours go by. 

In idleness and ease? 

No ! for the life which God has given, 

A life of love must be; 
Of love to Him who looks from heaven 

On little ones like me. 

O ! Thou who hearest when we pray 

Direct my heart aright. 
That I may spend a loving day, 

And sleep in peace to-night. 

O ! bring me to my Saviour's cross 

For mercy for the past. 
And let me serve Thee every day 

Still better than the last. 

PROM " THE child's CHEISTIAN YEAE." 



Some changes have been made in this Hymn — ^the three first 
verses stand as in the original. 

Y 
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A child's evening hymn — TO BE SAID BEFOEE PBAYEB. 



I '11 try to think before I pray, 
If I have been like Christ to-day. 
For he became a child to show 
What children ought to be, I know. 

Like him, who came to teach us all, 
Have I obeyed my mother's call? 
And made her heart rejoice to see, 
Her bidding done so cheerfully. 

When I have eaten, have I tried 
To stop when I am satisfied; 
And check my hand from taking more. 
By thinking of the hungry ppor? 



^^^«^i^ky0HaB^M^^»fc^^a»>wHM^^Hto^i*^riMrfH«n«AiA«MM*« 
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Have I remembered while at play, 
No cross or angry word to say? 
And have I tried with all my might, 
To do exactly what was right ? 

Oh, no, I feel I have not been. 
Afraid of every little sin; 
Nor have I wished to please and love 
My Father and my Friend above. 

And yet 'tis only He, I know. 
Can make me wish to love Him so; 
Well then, I'll kneel, and pray that He, 
That very love would give to me. 
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AN EYENINQ 7EAYEB. 

Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me I 
Bless Thy little lamb to-night 1 

Through the darkness be Thou near me. 
Keep me safe till morning light ! 

All this day Thy hand has led me, — 
And I thank Thee for Thy care; 

Thou hast clothed me, warmed and fed me; 
Listen to my evening prayer. 

Let my sins be all forgiven ! 

Bless the friends I love so well I 
Take me when I die to heaven, 

Happy there with Thee to dwell. 

M. L. DUNCAN. 
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AN EVENING HYMN. 

Lord I have passed another day, 

And come to thank Thee for Thy care; 

Forgive my faults in work or play, 
And listen to my evening prayer. 

Thy favour gives me daily bread, 

And friends, who all my wants supply; 

And safely now I rest my head. 

Preserved and guarded by Thine eye. 

Look down in pity, and forgive 

Whate'er I* ve said or done amiss ; 

And help me every day I live 

To serve Thee better than on this. 

Now, while I speak, be pleased to take 
A helpless child beneath Thy care ; 

And condescend for Jesus' sake. 
To listen to my evening prayer. 

FROM "HYMNS FOR INFANT MINDS," BY 

ANN AND JANE TAYLOR. 
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EVENING. 

And now the day is ending, 

With all its toils and care; 
My heart to heaven ascending 

ShaU offer praise and prayer ; 
The Lord is ever mindful 

Of those who seek his face; 
And children, weak and sinful, 

May feel his saving grace. 

For all my sin and folly, 

This day from mom to even, 
I pray the Lord most holy, 

That I may be forgiven, 
His bleeding love most precious, 

I now recall to mind: 
The Lord is ever gracious. 

And pitiful, and kind. 
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While I, my sins confessing, 

Implore his pardoning love, 
I'll praise him for each blessing 

Descending from above. 
Ingratitude so hateful — 

O keep me from that sin; 
Lord, make me truly grateful. 

And cleanse my soul within. 

HASTINGS* "NURSEBY SONGS. 



» 



-oOj©<Oo- 
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EVENING. 

Father ! by Thy love and power, 

Comes again the evening hour : 
Light has vanished, labours cease. 

Weary creatures rest in peace. 
Thou, whose genial dews distil. 

On the lowliest weed that grows, 
Father ! guard our couch from ill. 

Lull Thy children to repose : 
We to Thee ourselves resign, 

Let our latest thoughts be thine. 

Saviour ! to Thy Father bear. 

This, our feeble evening prayer; 

Thou hast seen how oft to-day, 

We, like sheep, have gone astray; 

Worldly thoughts and thoughts of pride. 
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Wishes to Thy cross untrue, 
Secret faults and undescried, 

Meet Thy spirit-piercing view : 
Blessed Saviour, yet, through Thee, 

Pray that these may pardoned be. 

Holy Spirit ! breath of balm ! 

Fall on us in evening's calm : 
Yet awhile, before we sleep. 

We with Thee, will vigils keep ; 

Lead us on our sins to muse. 

Give us truest penitence ; 
Then the love of God infuse. 

Breathing humble confidence ; 
Melt our spirits, mould our will. 

Soften, strengthen, comfort still. 

Blessed Trinity ! be near, 

Through the hours of darkness drear; 



z 
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When the help of man is far, 

Ye more clearly present are. 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Watch o'er our defenceless head. 
Let your Angel's guardian host. 

Keep all evil from our bed, 
Till the flood of morning rays, 

Wake us to a song of praise. 

JOSEPH ANSTICE. 
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child's evening hymn. 



Father ! while the day-light dies, 
Hear our grateful voices rise ! 
For the blessings that we share — 
For Thy kindness and Thy care — 
For the joy that fills each breast — 
And the love that makes us blest — 
We thank Thee, Father ! 

For an earthly father's arm. 
Shielding us from wrong and harm — 
For a mother's tender cares. 
Mingled with her many prayers — 
For the happy kindred band. 
Midst whose peaceful links we stand- 
We bless thee. Father! 

Yet, while 'neath the evening skies 
Thus we bid our thanks arise ! 
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Father ! still we tliink of those 
Who are bowed with many woes ; 
"Whom no earthly parent's ann 
Can protect from wrong and harm. 
The poor slaves, "Father ! 

Ah ! while we are richly blest, 
They are wretched and distrest ! 
Outcasts on a foreign land. 
Crushed beneath oppression's hand. 
Scarcely even knowing thee. 
Mighty Lord of earth and sea. 

Oh save them. Father ! 

Touch the flinty hearts that long. 
Have remorseless, done them wrong, 
Ope the eyes that long have been. 
Blinded to each guilty scene ; 
That a slave — a slave no more — 
Grateful thanks to thee may pour. 
And bless thee, Father! 

FROM "THE POETIC OFFEBING. 
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THE SABBATH. 

Lord, by Thee in safety borne 
To another Sabbath morn, 
Once again our pilgrim feet 
In Thy peaceful temple meet : 
As we pass the outward porch, 

Erom our hearts the world exclude. 
On the quiet of Thy church 

Let not earth-born thought intrude. 

Meet it is that we begin 
With acknowledgment of sin ; 
Such unfeigned repentance teach us, 
That thine absolution reach us ! 
Lord, Thy special grace we seek 
On Thy Gospel's minister — 
Teach thy servant how to speak — 
Teach Thy people how to hear. 

Banish roving fancies far; 
Tune afresh the souls that jar : 
Bid to-day its influence shed. 
Till the coming week be fled. 
We must answer for to-day, 

For its service and its rest; 
Give us grace to praise and pray, 
Grace to love Thee, and be blest! 

JOSEPH ANSTICE. 
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AN EVENING SONG FOE THE SABBATH DAY. 



Millions within Thy courts have met, 
Millions this day before thee bow'd; 
Their faces Zionward have set, 
Vows with their lips to Thee they vow'd. 

But Thou, soul searching God ! hast known 
The hearts of all that bent the knee: 
And hast accepted those alone, 
In spirit and truth that worship thee. 

People of many a tribe and tongue. 
Men of strange colours, climates, lands. 
Have heard thy truth, thy glory sung. 
And offer'd prayer, with holy hands. 
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Still as the light of morning broke, 
O'er island, continent, and deep. 
Thy far-spread family awoke, 
Sabbath all round the world to keep. 

From east to west, the sun surveyed. 
From north to south, adoring throngs. 
And still when evening stretched her shade. 
The stars came forth to hear their songs. 

Harmonious as the winds and seas. 
In halcyon hours, when storms are flown, 
Eose all earth's Babel languages, 
In pure accordance to thy throne. 

Not angel trumpets sound more clear. 
Not elder's harps nor seraph's lays. 
Yield sweeter music to thine ear. 
Than humble prayer and heart-felt praise. 
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And not a prayer, a tear, a sigh, 
Hath failed to-day some suit to gain 
To those in trouble thou wert nigh, 
Not one hath sought thy face in vain. 

* 

Thy poor were bountifully fed, 
Thy chastened sons have kissed the rod. 
Thy mourners have been comforted, 
The pufe in heart have seen their God. 

Yet one more prayer, and be it one. 
In which both heaven and earth accord. 
Fulfil thy promise to thy Son, 
Let all that breathe call Jesus, Lord. 

Ilis throne and sovereignty advance, 
For his soul's travail let him see. 
The heathen his inheritance. 
And earth's last bound his portion be. 

JAMES MONTOOMEBY. 
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